SUN YAT SEX. student of medicine, hastily walked
through the streets of Shanghai, He was afraid to
arrive late at his patient's bed. Five days ago they
had called him for the first time to see the quiet,
refined, nervous man from the North; a bullet had
broken through two of his ribs and pierced the left
lung. The wounded man smiled all the time.

" Wu Lien is dead," he said, " That's the impor-
tant thing.11

Sun Yat Sen trembled secretly every time he
went there. It was preposterous that he, a mere
student, should act as the surgeon in this case. But it
was impossible to shift the wounded man from the
hide-out they had found for him without exposing
him to sure death. And the owner of the building
where he was hidden, an easily frightened merchant,
refused to call anybody but Sun Yat Sen whom he
knew well Perhaps he was right. There were many
doctors who reported to the police what they heard
from their patients. But Sun trembled at his
responsibility.

Day and night he studied, read foreign text-books
on operations, diseases and injuries of the lung. His
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